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similar words have quite different meanings in
different languages; and although one may speak
two or three of them fluently, one may sometimes
make a mistake.
Soon, alas, August arrived, and with it the
beginning of four years of horror, suffering, and
destruction, in the most terrible war the world has
yet experienced.
My English relations strongly advised me to
abandon my intention of returning to Rome for the
winter, as the war had now extended over the whole
of Central Europe, and as there seemed to be a great
possibility that sooner or later Italy would also
become involved. And so, following their advice,
I took my mother's furniture from the warehouse
in which it had been stored, and removed it to a
small flat at St. Andrew's Mansions in Dorset
Street. I decided upon these flats because they were
equipped with an open iron staircase and balconies
where, in summer, baskets of red geraniums were
hung. They reminded me constantly of Italy.
At a big tea-party once, various friends of mine
started teasing me about my abode, saying I lived
in tejiement flats. His Royal Highness Philippe,
Due d'Orleans, who was also one of the guests, over-
heard it, and full of amused curiosity asked details
about it, and expressed the wish to come and see it,
and so the following day he walked up the three
floors of iron staircase to have tea with me. He had
been a great friend of my parents and we talked
a lot about many of our mutual friends.
The little home was shared by my loyal Italian
maid, Ersilia, who remained with me in London for
six years. During the whole of that time she